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Fafla dictis exacgu anda ſunt. 
N ev'ry clime, or country known, 
Tis held men moſt eſteem their own ; 
Each county, town, and pariſh too, 
Is held tenacious to their view : 
But of the pariſh this befel, 
& Beſpeaks them quite iraſcible, 
To ke ſuch umbrage at a word 
& That's full a century on record ; 
Record! I mean a word of terror 
A hundred years, to fon or father. 
But, to be brief, let this prevail, 


XJ III therefore beg to tell my tale, 


Once on a time, it happen d fo, 
(Perhaps an bundred years ago) 
A Monger, who was forc'd to ride, 
His fiſh to ſell, o'er commons wide, 
Trotting along, by fortune croſs d, 
One of his fineſt Crabs he loſt, 
As he was riding down to Bere, 
Near Shapwick Town, in Dorſetſhire. 
2 as bright Sol was going down, 
eturn d from work a country clown, 
Trudging along, in funple nature, 
Juſt trod upon the crawling creature ; 


Againſt his bo bounc'd his heart ; 
While panic fear affail'd his mind. 
Sideway, like Crabs, ſomc yards reclin'd. 
The fight ſo ſtrangely did appear, 
He t the devil had been there; 
His hair ereR, ſtood bolt upright, 
As if he'd really ſeen a ſprite; 
Then praying for ſome more aſſiſtance, 
He ſtood and view'd him at a diſtance ; 
Reſolv'd to go to Shapwick Town, 
In haſte to 4 his wonder known ; 
Which done, the ail did hie, 
This hideous monſter to deſc 
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With ſticks and ſtones theſe 
Collected, to defend themſelves ; 
Juſt got in ſight the place to ſee, 


Where they ſuppoſed him to be : 


Cried, < that's 
For he is ſwiſt of I'm ſure 

4 He's got a dozen legs, or more.” 
The Crab, a thymy bank had found, 
Went crawling on the fragrant ground, 
With fearful eyes they him regard, 
Tho at a diſtance fifty yards; 
* 12 unto one another ſwore 
I 779 hey never ſaw the like before: 
« Ob! then (beh 


% The 2 Rowe's the likelie 
* Hel pe if any in Shipwick can.” 


e 


e 


Satt. 


The Crab he ſprawl'd, which made him ſtart, 


Old Hobſon, who before had found him, 
ray don't ſurround him, 


poke the farmer 2 
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Fee eee EIA ar ur ar 
THE 


I SHAPWICK WONDER! or, The Sea hwy 
| A COMIC POEM. 


* You filly fools, can it be fo, 


| Confus'd they on each other look, 


But, how to get him, was their fear, 

He'd kept his bed a dozen years; 

They ſtrait unto the ſhepherd went, 

And told the Sage their full intent, 

Praying he would not them deny 

To go, the Monſter to deſcry : 

The ſhepherd, ſtruck with vaſt ſurprize, 

Scem'd firſt unwilling to ariſe, 

But, by recital of their pray'r, 

Conſented to be carry'd there. 

The carriage that they got, we find, 

Was one of the Wheelbarrow kind ; 

Such was the carriage got iu halte, 

For coaches then were not the taſte : 

A careful driver next they found, 

For ſteady wheeling high renown'd ; 

Then in they plac'd the ancient laye, 

Whole — {ow blver'd o'er with age; 

So, on they go, with ail the town 

Encircling the poor ſhepherd round; 

But, when the Crab the ſhepherd view'd, 

Near thirty yards from where it itood, 

Unto the man did ſtraitway cry, 

Leſt, fearing he ſhould ada too nigh, 

Exclaim'd in haſte, and choak'd with cough, 

« It's a land monſter! WHEEL ME OFF! 

EmMyn ATICAL, reply'd again, 

„ WHEEL OFF! or elle we're all dead 
„% men! — 


dtv axe xt xxo vi rouptda x td aß daß ldu tou ute 


Juſt at that time the man came back, 
Who loſt the Crab from off his pack ; 
Sees the Crab, with haſte he ſnatch d it, 
And eager flung i it in his baſket : 

But, when the crowd perceiv'd the man 
Take up the Crab, they ftraitway ran 
In haſte, to know the monſter's name, 
And how he riſk'd to touch the ſame : 


* A fiſh ſo common not to know? 
** This is a Crab, caught in the ſea; 
This morning it was loſt by me. 
** So many fools upon the green 


At one time, ſure, were never ſeen.” 
And rapidly the down forſook ; 

And left the Monger far behind, 

The fun to ponder in his mind; 

The people, to this very day, 
In Shapwick Town, I'll boldly ſay, 
Can't bear to hear the ſmalleſt hint, 
Without their ſmelling ſome affront ; 

But, what they think the greateſt ſcoff, 

Is that emphatic word, WHEEL OFF! 
If any fays it as he paſſes, 

Ten to one he's mobb'd by aſles 
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